PREFACE
That must have been in 1913, A small number of
the etchings had been executed on subscription.
A dimly lighted room.   In the foreground, on
the desk, antique bronzes and figurines, dug up out
of the ruins of centuries, phantoms of the past.
They stand out starkly against the picture's white
border,  Freud's head, bent forward slightly, out-
lined distinctly.  The eyebrows lifted as though in
deep attention.  Ridges on the high forehead and
two deep furrows running down from the mouth to
the short white beard.   The eyes gaze into the
beholder and yet see beyond him.  How often have
I looked into those eyes.  They have an expression
of hardy quest, as if their gaze had wholly merged
into their object;  and yet they valued that object
only for the knowledge it gave- One hand holds the
pen loosely, as if the sudden vision of a long-sought
answer has interrupted the writing. The other hand
lies slack on the paper. The light from the window
at the side of the room highlights but one side of
the forehead. The face is in shadow, with only the
eyes gleaming steelily. . . . There suddenly come
to my mind some words of his. It was during a walk,
and I had asked him how he felt when he first
captured   the  psychic   conceptions   contained  in
Totem and Taboo.  I probably spoke rather floridly,
saying something about an overwhelming joy, for
he answered, " I felt noting like that; simply an
extraordinary clarity." . . . He was an unusually
keen observer with a deep respect for the data of
the senses.
How often since that first momentous visit have
I sat with him at this desk* (I remember that
important occasion in 1912 when I announced to him
that now that I had my Ph.D. I intended to study
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